
provided with a metalic coffin, and everything to 
prevent difficulty, it might be that special leave 
could be procured in some cases, but I cannot 
vouch for even this. Some officers have been 
embalmed and sent home immediately after their 
decease, though not from this Department (Gen. 
Butler's) that I am aware. Every assistance in 
our power will be cheerfully given. I state the 
facts thus plainly, to apprise the friends of our 
dead of the existing state of orders on the sub
ject. 

We are having a little rest just now, and the 
health of the regiment is much improved. 

Major Brower is pretty well, and Capt. Clapp 
has returned much better. Most of the officers 
are in good health, and I am nearly as well as 
ever. 

Truly yours, A. W. DWIGHT, 
Lieut. Col. Commanding. 

The 122d Regiment—The Raid on the Pe-
tersburg and Weldon R. R.—How 

the Fourth was Observed. 
Correspondence of the Syracuse Journal. 

CAMP OF THE 122D REGIMENT, N. Y. V., FOUR 
MILES SOUTH OF PETERSBURG, VA., July 5, 1864. 

We are encamped as when and where I last 
wrote, and nothing has disturbed the harmony of 
the scene or the state of affairs. While the ene-
my is about three miles in our immediate front, 
and our pickets more than half-way, and close to 
his, on our right our lines and those of the enemy 
are in close contiguity, as we were at Cold Har
bor. Here a shot is now and then exchanged— 
there it is a continual pop—pop—pop—zip—zip— 
zip—whiz—bang; and every now and then the 
deep-mouthed roar of a gun puts in a most thor
oughly bass diapas on to the concert. 

The musketry is distinctly audible here, and the 
guns still more so; and when along with the 
three-inch Parrotts, the 32's and siege guns put 
in their occasional roar, we are fully satisfied 
that "our flag is still there"—and the rebels, too. 

Since our raid at Ream's Station, on the 2d, we 
have not bad any matter of startling importance 
just here. We came near having a hot time of it 
there, for the rebels started eighteen regiments 
of infantry down parallel with us to whip us off 
the route. Whether they could have handled the 
old Sixth or not, could have been told by trying 
us on. We have whipped more than that, and 
perhaps could again; but as soon as they started 
our Eighteenth Corps got up and charged the 
place they had just weakened, and took the line 
of pits—drove the Johnnies half a mile, when the 
valiant eighteen came back on a double-quick 
to the rescue and to the demolition of the 
Eighteenth Corps, which they did not accom
plish, for they couldn't drive them a foot, and 
the Eighteenth Corps hold their position now 
while we went on and tore up their railroads 
without molestation. 

The Fourth was celebrated yesterday in very 
quiet style. Mysterious rumors were afloat that 

a mine was run under the main rebel battery, and 
that at sunrise the redan was to go up, as an offer-
ing to the American Eagle; that Grant was going 
to open at sunrise with ever so many guns on Pe
tersburg, &c., &c., but the morning came, and 
save the pop—pop—of the skirmishers, and the 
occasional bang! of a gnu, all was quiet; in fact 
every thing was as usual. The sun was warm— 
ice was scarce, and the procession did not pass 
this way, so we kept as still as we could. A few 
of the men put in motion the unknown and in
comprehensible machinery they have for getting 
hold of a few canteens of whiskey of the "bust-
head" variety, and got somewhat celebratory, and 
some of the staff officers got out their white 
gloves, perfumery and narrow neck-ties, and such 
other nice things as had withstood "the wreck of 

matter and the crash of worlds" in this campaign, 
and the wreck of champaign and the crash of 
gingerbread in Sandusky, and went visiting. But 
one department of the army was in full blast and 
heavy movement,—the army bands. From every 
quarter they began early, and for want of other 
excitement, kept up pretty much all day, and well 
into the night. 

"Hear me, Norma," came softly swelling up 
from some shady grove to meet with "Go to the 
Devil and Shake Yourself," from another.— 
"Come where My Love lies Dreaming" was in
formed that "My Johnny was a Shoemaker."— 
"Hallelujah Chorus" marched side by side with 
"Away down South in Dixie." "Bully Boy with 
a Glass Eye," waltzed through the front with 
"Hail Columbia." An inquiry after the prosper
ity of the "Star Spangled Banner" was assured 
that "No Irish need apply," and "Old Hundred," 
with its majestic peal, ushered in "Linkum's Gun
boats" or the "Day of Jubilo." "Flow gently 
sweet Afton," was responded to by "Where did 
you come from, Knock a nigger down," and 
"Yankee Doodle" rode without saddle or bridle 
on the "Carnival of Venice." "Gen. Grant's 
Grand March" was pronounced "Bully for you," 
and "Do they think of me at home" was re
sponded to by an admonition to "Get out of the 
Wilderness." The "Prison Song" rolled out 
plaintive and sweet, and "Home, sweet home" 
illustrated the locality. "Softly they slumber," 
told of some one's heart ache, and the "Devil's 
Dream" kept it company. As the gleams of night 
fell around us and "Sleep on thy pillow, happy 
and light," rose, we were also advised to "Stop 
dat knockin." "When the swallows homeward 
flying'' fled in dismay before "St. Patrick's Day in 
the Morning." "Rally Round the Flag, Boys," 
was chorussed "In a Hog's eye," and "Auld Lang 
Syne" ran into a grand snarl among an imitation 
of the sounds of a Scotch bagpipe. 

Night fell, and the "shank of the evening" 
came, and as the bands died away the chorus of 
the "bust-head" demonstrations rolled out amid 
the most vociferous cheers for McClellan, but not 
even "bust-head" could get up a cheer on the 
"Fourth" for John C. Fremont, and when the 
valiant few, who had got rid of their money at an 
awful figure, and their superfluous patriotism by 
getting drunk with the mercury at 110 deg. were 
dragged off and laid down to gentle slumbers and 
a woful headache for this morning, quiet dwelt 
without, and as Artemus Ward says, "nary zeffer 
disturbed the cam silens of the seen." 

Our status is not changed. The Lieutenant 
Colonel is on a General Court Martial, of which 
he is President, and Major Brower is in command, 
and right well he does it. 

We to-day got a large lot of anti-scorbutics and 
little traps from the Sanitary Commission, which 
are most acceptable. Our mails come regularly. 
Let all our friends write often to all the boys in 
the regiment. A letter is the shortest link be
tween here and home. 

Truly yours, D. 

The 122d Regiment Transferred to Col. Bid-
well's Brigade—The Old Brigade Scattered. 

HEADQUARTERS 122D N. Y. V., 
July 7th, 1864. 

Correspondence of the Syracuse Journal. 
We have not been engaged or suffered any casu

alties since my last. But a military dispensation 
has fallen upon us that has been met with much 
regret. Our Old Brigade, (the oldest in the Army 
of the Potomac,) has been broken up, by an order 
breaking up all the fourth brigades, and our old 
associations are gone to the winds. The 65th 



Letter from the 122d Regiment. 

CAMP 122D REGT. N. Y. V. 

JULY 8th, 1864. 

DEAR STANDARD:—We have been making 
some changes since I wrote you last, and the 
old 4th Brigade of the 1st Division has been 
broken up. The 123d regiment is assigned to 
the 3d Brigade of the 2d Division; so yon see 
we still belong to the glorious old 6th Corps. 

We shall have a very pleasant camp when 
we get fixed up a little more, if we stay here 
long enough. But above all we have plenty 
of water here in our camp, and that the very 
best, which is a perfect God-send to both offi
cers and men. 

The general health of the regiment was 
never better. It is remarkable how well the 
men stand the almost constant duty through 
this terrible hot weather. I have nothing 
more of interest to write this time. 

I t will be well for those who have friends 
in the 123d, to direct their letters for the 
future to "122d Regt. N. Y. V., 3d Brigade, 
2d Division, 6th Corps." 

Yours, &c., A. B. P. 

The 122d Regiment—Change of Brigade—Inci
dents in Camp.* 

Correspondence of the Syracuse Journal. 
CAMP 122D REGIMENT N. Y. V. 

July 9, 1864. 
We have been dissoluted—not become dissolute, 

and a late edict of George the Meade has filled us 
with disgust in a quiet way, though we of course 
cheerfully acquiesce. 

It has been deemed proper to break up all the 
fourth brigades in the various divisions, and hence 
our 4th Brigade, 1st Division, has gone asunder. 
The 65th and remnants of the 67th have gone to 
the 2d Brigade, 1st Division, the 82d and 23d Pa. 
have gone to the 3d Brigade, 1st Division, and 
the 122d has gone to the 3d Brigade, 2d Division, 
so that we now wear the white cross of the 2d 
Division, having in succession worn the blue and 
red. We do not like the change much, it breaks 
up all our old associations, and we must form 
them anew, as far as it may be done. 

Our commander now is Col. Bidwell, of the 
49th N. Y. V., which was raised in Buffalo. He 
has been in command of the brigade by seniority 
for some time, and is a fine general officer. 

Capts. Smith and Lester still remain on the 
staff: the first as commissary of musters of the 
3d Division, and the second as ordnance officer of 
the 1st Division, but the change gives us a few of 
our detailed men back to the regiment. 

There is very little change here. The weather 
is quite warm, painfully so ; and yet not so insup
portable as in the very first of the month. The 
drought still hangs on, and the bosom of the sa-

cred soil, anywhere out of the woods, is a sea of 
powder, which by the slightest agitation is con-
verted into a cloud of dust. If a man rides at full 
gallop, when no air is stirring, you can generally 
see him ahead of the dust he kicks up. If he goes 
slowly, you can discern something moving in the 
inside of a tremendous smudge. If he rides to-
wards the wind, very well, provided nobody is 
within half a mile to leeward; but if he rides with 
the wind, you see a huge column of dust going 
somewhere, that seems to mizzle about as if ani
mated. 

We are in the woods, and it is more pleasant, 
except that the utmost care must be taken that 
fire does not spread and get going, for it runs 
through these pine woods and over the parched 
ground like a whirlwind. 

The health of the regiment is very good. The 
anti-scorbutics so freely given by the Sanitary and 
Christian Commissions and sent out by the Com
missary Department, have helped the army won
derfully, and but little of the prevailing camp dif
ficulty now exists. 

Yours truly, D. 
*This letter was held at Washington several days, while 

mail communication with the North was interrupted, 
which accounts for its late publication. 

The 122d Regiment Transferred from Before 
Petersburg to Maryland. 

HEADQUARTERS 122D N. Y. V., 
ON BOARD TRANSPORT "GUIDE," POTOMAC RIVER, 

Fifty Miles South of Washington, July 11. 
To the Editor of the Syracuse Journal: 
The Sixth Corps are en route for Washington, 

and thence most likely to Harper's Ferry. What 
for? I don't know, but perhaps you do, by the 
rattling among the dry bones we have heard from 
the Potomac border. Regiment all on board, and 
well and comfortable, except one man, tied up 
for stealing. 

We left City Point yesterday morning, and shall 
probably go to Washington in about four hours, 
or two o'clock P. M. 

I see you had me killed in the Syracuse papers. 
Much obliged, or rather I should be if the usual 
discovery had been made that I was a "taurine 
youth with a vitreous optic." But as the boy 
reported Webster's last words, " I ain't dead yet," 
and I hope not to be till "this cruel war is over," 
the rebellion smashed, and the Copperheads look
ing for the hole the tories of the revolution crawl-
ed into and pulled in after them. 

Yours truly, D. 

The Battle Near Washington—Casualties in the 
122d Regiment. 

Correspondence of the Syracuse Journal. 
CAMP OF 122D N. Y. V., WASHINGTON, D. C., 
JULY 13th, 1864. 

In an engagement with the enemy yesterday, 
our regiment lost in killed and wounded as fol
lows: 

KILLED. 
David Hogeboom, Co. K, John Kennedy, Co. 

C, Henry P. B. Chandler, Co. C. 
WOUNDED. 

Capt. Davis Cossitt, Co. D, in side of foot, not 
serious. 

Sergt. James Goodfellow, Co. C, flesh wound, 
right thigh, severe. 

Sergt. Ruel P. Buzzel, Co. C, ball went in at the 
lower jaw, and came out near shoulder, jaw frac
tured, very severe if not dangerous. 

James Davidson, Co. K, right shoulder, not se
vere. 

Sergt. L. Adklns, Co. B, severe, in left side, but 
not dangerous. 

Sergt. M. C. Smith, Co. K, in nose, severe but 
not dangerous. 

Caius Weaver, Co. B, right arm fractured and 
amputated. 

Peter Stebbins, Co. H, right hand, rather se
vere. 

Thomas H. Scott, Co. B, slight contusion of 
right elbow. 

John Laupenthall, Co. C, contusion of shoul-

N. Y. have gone to the Brigade of Gen. Upton 
(2d Brigade, 1st Division;) the 23d and 82d to 

Col. Edwards', 3d Brigade, ist Division;) while 
the 122d have gone to the 3d Brigade, 2d Division, 
Col. Bidwell. We reported this morning, and are 
among strangers. You can hardly understand our 
position. It is much like getting dismissed by an 
old sweetheart, and having the whole thing to go 
through with a new one. But the service would de
mand some such thing before long, for all the regi-
ments in our old Brigade go out of the service in the 
course of two months, except ours. The expira
on of the term of service of many of the old 
regiments will render necessary a general consoli
dation of fragments, and a reorganization. 
Yours, truly, D. 



der, slight. 
John Preston, Co. I, in right hip, very severe. 
Miles J. McGough, Co. G, left shoulder, slight. 
Alonzo Traydenburg, Co. A, left ankle, slight. 
Wm. Thompson, Co. K, flesh wound in right 

thigh. 
Sergt. T. G. Dallman, Co. I, in left shoulder, 

severe. 
Sergt. Wm. Swartz, Co. I, in left shoulder, not 

severe. 
Charles Snediker, Co. F, in leg, severe. 
Geo. H. Richardson, Co. C, through neck and 

right shoulder, very severe. 
Thomas Thornton, Co. D, contusion of right 

wrist, slight. 
Alanson Hosier, Co. C. 
Charles Landphier, Co. G, contusion in abdo

men, slight. 
MISSING. 

Albert Dickey, Co. A; Edward Mehan. 
The regiment and brigade did splendidly. I 

have no time to write details. 
Yours truly, L. M. NICKERSON, Chaplain. 

Letter from the 122d Regiment. 
CAMP NEAR WASHINGTON, D. C., 

July 12th, 1864. 
DEAR STANDARD:—We left the breastworks 

of Petersburg the night of the 9th, marched 
to City Point, took steamer the morning of 
the 10th, and arrived in Washington at two 
o'clock yesterday—disembarked and march
ed direct for the enemy, about four miles dis
tant, near Forts Massachusetts and Stephens, 
where the fight was going on. The First 
Brigade of the 2d Division (that is our Divis
ion), were out in the skirmishing line when 
we arrived. Our Br igade , the 3d, camped in 
the rear of the 1st Brigade, where we lay 
now, at half-past six. 

We may be engaged before noon, as there 
is every indication of a big fight to-day.— 
There is very brisk picket firing now while I 
am writing, 

The Forts are throwing shell at the rebs at 
short intervals. 

We have sufficient force here now to whip 
the Johnnys, and we shall do it, too. 

I saw Sydney Ketchum last night—he was 
out to our camp. He looks well, and just as 
natural as ever. 

The health of our regiment is good. The 
boys are in the best of spirits, and ready for 
the fight. The Rebs will get enough of it 
this time, I think. 

Capt. Dwight was here last night to see us; 
also, Col. Titus. We had a light shower of 
rain yesterday, but it was very hot after it.— 
The four miles march out here was the hard-
est we have had—it was so hot. 

Yours, for subjugation, A. B. P. 
The Attack on Washington—The Defence—Part 

Taken by the 122d. 
CAMP 122D N. Y. V., POOLESVILLE, MD., 

JULY 15th, 1864. 
To the Editor of the Syracuse Journal: 

I wrote you a short note on board the steam 
transport Guide. We arrived in Washington at 2 
P. M. of the 11th, and marched immediately 
through the city, on Seventh street, and out on 
the Seventh street road. At Fort Stevens, at least 
four miles from Pennsylvania avenue, we found 
the front, and troops of citizens in greater or less 
degrees of "demoralization," were getting to the 
rear as rapidly as possible. The rebels were said 
to be "just out thar," and the skirmish line with-
in five hundred yards of Fort Stevens, the zip! of 
rebel bullets into, and over the Fort, and the 
wounded going back, showed that they were in-

deed "thar." 
Washington was beleaguered by Early's Corps, 

within rifled cannon shot of the Capital, and the 
whole town was in a huge sweat. Had there 
been any mode of egress a grand hegira would 
probably have taken place, but the rumors flew 
thick and fast that the rebels were between Wash
ington and Baltimore, and had been between Bal
timore and Philadelphia. 

The elongated visages of the Union people 
shortened up some, and many of them grinned 
very heartily, and suggested the propriety of "ta-

kink sometbink," as the Sixth swept through, 
with their bands playing, and the old tattered, 
riddled flags thrown out to the breeze, while the 
physiognomies of the rebs underwent a corres-
ponding change from grinatorial to scowlatorial 
Union women smiled their sweetest smiles, offer-
ed us water, and said, "we are glad to see you." 

Secesh women scowled through their curtained 
windows like very disappoointed people. Well, 
we reached the front and laid down. The next 
day our brigade was sent up to advance the skir-

mish line and feel the enemy. 
We formed about 6 P.M., and after a few shots 

to clear the rebels from some houses, charged 
their line. The fight was sharp and severe, but 
the enemy were driven about a third of a mile, 
and the crest they had held was gained. They 
brought a brigade down and made a furious and 
determined charge on our lines, but could not 
move it an inch, and were repulsed with heavy 
loss. Some firing was kept up for two hours, 
when it died away, except an occasional shot.— 
Our loss was somewhat severe—five men killed, 
one officer and nineteen men wounded. The 
Chaplain has sent you a complete list. 

The regiment deployed forward on the centre 
as skirmishers, and held a very important point. 
At one time they got out of ammunition, and had 
to wait a few minutes for it to come up, but they 

held their place in the line with fixed bayonets, 
and when the ammunition came, very soon sent 
the enemy back, as they had begun to be a little 

too familiar. Our Lieutenant-Colonel was in 
command of the entire picket line of our Corps' 
front at the time, and Maj. Brower fought the 
regiment, and splendidly he did it. 

During the fight the President, Mrs. Lincoln, 
and a number of other notables, were looking on 
from Fort Stevens, and report saith that Abraham 
remarked, when our brigade sent them flying, 
"Bully for the Third Brigade." We are expecting 
very soon to each receive a commission as "Giga-
dier Brindle," and to be transferred to the 
"Mackarel Brigade" of Orpheus C. Kerr. 

At daylight of the 13th it was evident that the 
enemy were gone. Their dead lay thickly in 
their position of the night before, and many of 
their wounded had been left. Our cavalry went 
out, and all day squads of prisoners kept coming 
in, while of course Washington took a long 
breath, came cut in all variety of vehicles and anx-

iously enquired if it was perfectly safe to go out 
on the road. 

We moved at 3 P. M. of the 13th through 
Tenallytown to Orfutt's Cross Roads—the place 
where we were brigaded when we first entered 
the service, and encamped on precisely the same 
spot. 

Yesterday, at 4:30 A. M., we were under weigh, 
and we reached this place about 5 P. M., after a 

hard march. 
Our regiment and the 61st Pennsylvania volun

teers were sent, under command of our senior 
officer, on a reconnoisance towards the river to 
co-operate with some cavalry and artillery; and 
we got up to their rear and shelled them, but 


